PREM-TARANGINI

A weakling woman, void of shame,
Reckless I had walked alone,
In search of Nanda's playful son.
Who had by stealth my heart forewon.

But ill I knew the ways and paths,
So tortuous and so diverse,
That were to take me where he sat
Beneath some tree, behind some bush.

At times I thought I caught a glimpse,
But ere I knew it, he was hid:

At times his presence sounded near,
When th' anklets jingled at his feet.

Was it I saw him in a dream
Which in my waking hours was born,
And will he never really come
In human and substantial form ?

Did that youth who seemed intent
On killing maidens young in age,
Lie concealed, to pounce on them,
Somewhere in that forest glen ?

Around, no human form was seen,
All was so still and so serene;

Within my heart a chord was strung,
It poured a sad, dolorous song.
The peacocks that were perched on high.
And the wild bees, in chorus sang.

(The Song)

It was that dark-blue moon,
Who arch-eyed smiled at me,